

La, Why |henhe is aliue. 

Glo , Nay , he is dead, and flaine by Edwards hand. 

La. In thy foul c throat thou lieft,Qucenc Margaret (awe 
Thy bioudy faulchion fracking in his bloud. 

The which thou once did bend again (I her breft. 

But that thy brothers beat afide the poynt. 

Glo. I was prouoked by her flaunderous tongue, 

Which laid their guilt vponray guiltlefle fhoulders. 

La. Thou waft prouoked by thy bloudieminde. 

Which neucr dreamt on ought but butcheries . 

Didft thou nqt kill this king; Glo. I grant yea. 

La, Doeft graunt me hedgehog, then God grant me too 
Thou may ell be damnd for that wicked deed. 

Oh he was gentl^milde and vertuous, 

G/tf.'The-fitterfor the king of heauen .that hajth him. 

La. He is in heauen, where thou ihalt rieuer come, 

Glo. Let him thaiikc me that holpe to fend him thither, 

For he was fitter for that place then earth. 

La. And thou vnfic for any place but hell, 
f Glo. Y cs one place clfe,tfyou will heare ms name it. 

La, Some dungeon, do, Y our bedchamber. 

Jji. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lie ft. 

Glo. So will it Madam e } till I lie with y ou. 

La. I hope fo. . 

Glo. I know ro,but gentle Ladie Anne, 

Toleaue this kinds ipcoanterofoui wits, 

And fall foniewhat into a flow er method? t 
Is not the caufcr of the timelefie deaths. 

Of rhefe Plantagene:s,Hentie and Edvv.wd, 

As blamefull as the'execution? nf 
La, Thou art the caufe,and moll: accurft effeft. 

Glo. Your beautie was the caufeofthat effett, 

Your beautie Which did haunt me in my fleepe, 

To vndertake the death of all the world. 

So I might reft one houre in youriweete bofome. 

La. I f I thought that,! tell thee homicide, 

Thefe nailes fhould rend that beautie from my checked 
Glo , Thde eies could neuer indure fwcec beauties wracks, 

You 
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You fhould notblcmifh theln if I flood by: 

Asallthc world is cheered by the fonne. 

So I by that, it is my day , my life. 

La. Blacke night ouerfhademjg^ay, and death thy life. 


Blacke night ouerlhac.v g .^™ rv7 ...... .. v 

Glo. Curie not thy felfe faire Creature, thou art both. 

La. I would I were to be reuenged on thee, 

Glo, It is a quarrell moft vnnaturall, 

To be rcuengd on him that loUeth you. 

La. It is a quarrell iuft and icafonable. 

To be reuengdon him that flew my husband, 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband, ' 

Did it to helpe thee to a better husband. 

La. His better doth not breath vpon the earth. 

Glo. Go to,hc liucs that loues you better then he could? 
La, Name him, Glo, Plantagenct. 

La, Why that was he. 

_ Glo. The felfe fa me name, but one of better nature. 

La, Where is he? 

Glo. Heete. Shefpittethatbim. 

Why doeft thou fpit at mef 
La. Would itwerc mortall poyfon for thy fake. 

Glo, Neuer came poyfon from fo fvveete aplace. 

La, Neuer hung poyfon on a fouler toade, 

Out of my fight, thou doeft infeft my eies. 

Glo, Thine eies fwiecte Lady,baue inferred mine. 

La. Would they were Bafiliskes to ftrike thee dead, 

Glo,. I would they were that I might die at once. 

For now they kill me with a liuing death: 

1 liofe eies or thi ne.froru mine haue drawne fait teares, 
ohamea their afpeef with ftore of childifh drops: 

I neuer filed to friend nor enemle. 

My tongne could rieuer learne fweete foothing words : 
cut now thy beautie is propofde my fee: 
y jotoude heart fues,aud prompts my tongue to fpeake, 

I °r lifting Lacy, not for fuch contempt. 

In V reuengdu!] heart cannot for. iue, 

Lo here 1 Icndthef this fharpe pointed f W ord, ’ ... 
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